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stantly after plainly could distinguish the 
THE HISTORY OF MARIA KITTLE. voices of savages conferring together. 
aie Chilled as I was with fear, I flew to the 
(Concluded from page 171.) cradle, and catching my infant, ran up 
_ into a loft. Soruta followed me all trem- 
Madame De R. willing to change the bling, and panting for breath cast herself 
subject, accosted the other stranger,— |!in my bosom. Hearing the Indians enter, 
«“ Dear Mrs. Wiis, shall we not be in- lit Jooked through a crevice in the floor, 
terested likewise in your misfortunes 2” |!anq4 saw them, with menacing looks, seat 
“ Ah! do,” added Mademoiselle V.” “‘my |ithemselves round the table, and now and 
heart is now sweetly tuned to melancho- then address themselves to Mr. Witts, 
ly. I love to indulge these divine sen- who, all pale and astonished, neither un- 
sibilities, which your affecting histories || gerstood nor had power to answer them. 
are so capable of inspiring.” Maria}i| observed they took great pleasure in 
then took hold of Mrs. Wixtis’ hand, |terrifying him, by flourishing their knives 
and pressed her to oblige them. Mrs. |land gashing the table with their hatch- 
Wixtts bowed. She dropt a few tears ; lets. Alas! this sight shot icicles to my 
but assuming a composed look, she be-|isoul ; and, to increase my distress, my 
Sornia’s little heart beat against my 
breast, with redoubled strokes, at every 
word they uttered. 
‘‘ Having finished their repast in a 
lable lodging.’ 


gluttonous manner, they laid a firebrand } 
| “The pain of my arm now called for 


in each corner of the chamber, and then | 
departed, driving poor Mr. Wixu1s be- /all my fortitude and attention ; but I for- 
bore to mention this afflicting circum- 


fore them. The smoke soon incommo- 
stance to my daughter. 


ded us ; but we dreaded our barbarous 
enemy more than the fire. Atlength,/ «« The cheerful swallow now began to 
usher in the dawn with melody; we 


however, the flames beginning to invade 
our retreat, trembling and apprehensive, ||timidly prepared to quit our hiding place, 
and turning round to the light, I cast an 


we ventured down stairs; the whole 
anxious eye of love on my innocent, 


house now glowed like a furnace ; the 
flames rolled towards the stairs which we || wondering that she slept so long. But 
oh! horror and misery, { beheld her a 


hastily descended ; but just as 1 sat my 
foot on the threshold of the door, a piece }{ pale stiff corpse in my arms; (suffer me to 
weep, ladies, at the cruel recollection.) 


of timber, nearly consumed, gave way, 
and fell on my left arm, which supported jt seems the piece of wood that disabled 
my infant, miserably fracturing the bone. |{me, had also crushed my Cuartorre’s 
I instantly caught up my fallen lamb, and }itender skull, and no wogder my hapless 
hastened to overtake my Sopnia. There |jbabe was quiet. | could no longer sustain 
was a large hollow tree contiguous to|/my sorrowful burden, but falling pros- 


our house, with an aperture just large trate, almost insensible at the dreadful 
enough to admit so small a woman as I | 
am. Here we had often laughingly pro- | 
posed to hide our children, in case of a 
visit from the olive-coloured natives.— 
In this we now took shelter; and being 
seated some time, my soul seemed to} 
awake as it were froma dream of horror. |lofis¢ 
I lifted up my eyes, and beheld the cot-Wloved Cuarntotte—her § compan- 
tage, that lately circumscribed all my fion—her innocent, laughing play-fellow. 
worldly wealth and delight, melting! At length we rose, and Sopnta, clasping 


away before the devouring fire. I dropt 
a tear as our apostate first parents did 
when thrust out from Eden. 

‘*The world lay all before them, 
where to choose their place of rest, and 
Providence their guide. Ah, Eve! 
thought I, hadst thou been like me, soli- 
tary, maimed, and unprotected, thy situ- 
ation had been deplorable indeed. Then 
pressing my babe to my heart, ‘ How 
quiet art thou, my angel, (said I,) sure, 
sure, Heaven has stilled thy little plaints 
in mercy to us.’—‘ Ah !’ sobbed Sophia, 
‘now I am comforted again that I hear 
my dear mamma’s voice. I was afraid 
grief would have forever deprived me 
of that happiness.’ And here she kiss- 
ed my babe and me with vehemence. 
When her transports were moderated, 
‘How cold my sister is,’ said she, ‘do 
jwrap her up warmer, mamma; poor 
| thing, she is not used to such uncomfort- 













































































‘‘ am the daughter of a poor clergy- 
man, who, being confined to his chamber 
' by sickness, dor several years, amused 
himself by educating me. At his death, 
finding myself friendless, and without 
money, I accepted the hand of a young 
man who had taken a leased farm in Penn- 
sylvania. He was very agreeable, and 
extravagantly fond of me. We lived 
happily for many years in a kind of fru- 
gal affluence. When the savages began 
to commit outrages on the frontier settle- 
ments, our neighbours, intimidated at 
their rapid approaches, erected a small 
fort, surrounded by a high palisade. In- 
to this the more timorous drove their 
cattle at night ; and one evening, as we 
were at supper, my husband (being or- 
dered on guard) insisted that I should ac- 
company him with the children, (for 
I had two lovely girls, one turned of 
thirteen years, and another of 6 munths.) 
My Soruta assented to the proposal with 
joy. **‘ Mamma,”’ said she, ‘“‘ what a mer- 
ry woman the Captain’s wife is ; she will 
divert us the whole evening, and she is 
very fond of your company: come, | 
will take our little Cuartotrre on my 
arm, and papa will carry the lantern.” 

I acceded with a nod; and already the 
dear charmer had handed me my hat and 
gloves, when somebody thundered at the 
door. Wewere silent as death, and in- 


| 


lfor so movingascene. Distractedbetween 
her concern for me and her grief for 


me, and with the softest voice 
ow, bewailed the ff . ber be- 


























; _aehece brought in. At length I understood 
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all that remained of my cherub in her 
arms,‘ Ah!’ said she, ‘I did engage to 
carry you, my sister, but little did I ex- 
pectin this distressing manner.” When 
we came in sight of the fort, though | 
endeavoured to spirit up my grieved 


begin to move heavily, my heart flutter- 
ed, and I suddenly fainted away. So- 


severally embracing her, expressed their 
acknowledgments for the painful task 
she had complied with to oblige their cu- 
riosity.—** Would to Heaven !” said Ma- 
dame De R. * that the brutal nations were 
extinct, for never, never can the united 


sate for the horrid cruelties of their sa- 
vage allies.” 


child, yet 1 found my springs of action = of France and Britain compen- 





pula, concluding | was dead, uttered so 
piercing a cry, that the sentinel looking 
up, immediately called to those in the 
fort to assist us. When I recovered, | 
found myself in a bed, encircled by my 
kind neighbours, who divided their ex- 
pressions of love and condolement be- 
tween me and my child. 1! remained in 
the fort after this ; but, ladies, you may 
think that, bereft as 1 was of so kind a 


myself solitary and destitute. 1 wept 
incessantly ; and hearing nothing from 
my dear Wruius, | at length resolved to 
traverse the wilds of Canada in pursuit 
of him. When t communicated this to 
my friends, they all strongly opposed it ; 
but finding me inflexible, they furnished 
me with some money and necessaries, 
and obtained permission from the Go- 


husband and endearing child, I soon found : hands unopened. 


—-—-— 
rs 





an elegant collation ; and having spent 
best part of the night together, the guests 
retired to their respective homes. 
During two years, in which the French 
ladies continued their bounty and friend- 
ship to Mrs. Kirrre, she never could 
gain the least intelligence of her husband. 
Her letters, after wandering through se- 
veral provinces, would often return to 


They were soon after summoned to 


Despairing at 
length of ever seeing him, ‘‘ Ah!”” she 
would say to Mrs. D , * My poor 
husband has undoubtedly perished, per- 
haps in his fraitless search after me, and 
Tam left to be a long, long burden on 
your goodness, a very uprofitable de- 
pendant.”’ 

In her friend’s absence she would de- 
scend into the kitchen, and submit to the 











vernor to let me go under protection of a 
flag that was on the way. Hearing like- 
wise that a cartel was drawn for an ex- 
change of prisoners, 1 sat out, flushed 
with hope, and, with indefatigable indus- 
try and painful solicitude, arrived at 
Montreal, worn to a skeleton (as you see, 
ladies) with fatigue. 

* © Lomitted not to inquire of every 
‘@ficer, the names of prisoners who had 


~ that Mr. Wixuis had perished in jail, on 
his first arrival, of a dysentery. Here 
my expectations terminated in despair. 
I had no moneygto return with, and in- 
deed but for my Sorta no inclination— 
the whole world seemed dark and cheer- 
less to me as the fabled region of Cim- 
teria, and | was nigh perishing for very 
want, when Mrs. Bratt, hearing of my 
distress,"seught my acquaigtance : she 
kindly participated my sorrows, and too, 





t in any other but the 
house of mourning.” 


Here she concluded, while the ladies, 






















4 dropped senseless at his feet. 





vants prevent her; however, they ap- 
prised Mrs. D of it, who seized 
an opportunity of detecting her at her 
labour. Being baffled in her humbie ai- 
tempt by the gentle reproaches of her in- 
dulgent patroness, she sat down on the 
step of the door, and began to weep. “I 
believe, good Mrs. D ;” said she, 
‘¢ were you a hard taskmaster, that ex- 
acted from these useless hands the most 
slavish business, I could acquit myself 
with cheerfulness: my heart is like ice, 
that brightens and grows firmer by tem- 
pests, but cannot stand the warm rays of 
a kind sun.” Mrs. D———— was begin- 
ning to answer, when hearing a tumult 
in the street, they both hastened to the 
door, and Maria, casting her eyes care- 
lessly over the crowd, in an instant re- 
cognized the features of her long-lament- 
ed husband, who sprang towards her 
with an undescribable and involuntary 
rapture : bat the tide of joy and surprise 
as too strong for the delicacy of her 
ame : she gave a faint exclamation, and, 
stretching out her arms to receive him, 


The suc- 








most menial offices ; nor could the ser- || 
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cession of his ideas was too rapid to admit 
describing. He caught her up, and bear. 
ing her into the hall, laid his Precious 
burden ona settee, kneeling beside her 
in a speechless agony of delight and cop. 
cern. Meanwhile the spectators foyng 
themselves wonderfully affected, —the 
tender contagivn ran from bosom to bo. 
‘som—they wept aloud ; and the house 
of joy seemed to be the house of lament. 
ation. At length Maria opened her eyes 
jand burst into tears—Mr. Kirtze, with 
answering emotions. silently accompany. 
ing her ; then clasping bis arms endear. 
‘ingly round her, * It isenough, my love,” 
said he, ‘* we have had our night of afflic. 
tion, and surely this blessed meeting isa 
presage of a long day of future happiness. 
let me kiss off those tears, and show by 
yoursmiles that lam indeed welcome.” 
/Mania then bending fondly forward to his 
bosom, replied, sighing, ‘* Alas! how can 
your beggared wife give you a proper 
reception ? she cannot restore your prat- 
tling babes to your arms—she comes 
alone! Alas! her presence will only 
‘serve to remind you of the treasures— 
‘the filial delights you have lost!” “God 
|forbid,” answered he, * that | should re- 
pine at the loss of my smaller comforts, 
when so capital a blessing as my beloved 
Maria is so wonderfully restored to me.” 
Here he was in civility obliged to rise 
and receive the compliments of Mrs. 
Bratt, Mrs. Wiis, and Madame Dr 
R , who, hearing of his arrival, en- 
tered just then, half breathless with im- 
patience and oy. The company increa 














sed ; an elegant dinner was prepared: 
in short, the day was devoted to plea 
sure; and never was satisfaction more 
general—festivity glowed in every face, 
and complacency dimpled every cheek. 
After tea Maria withdrew into the gar- 
den, to give her beloved an account of 
what had befallen her during their sepa- 
ration. The eloquence of sorrow is iI- 
resistible. Mr. Krrrie wept, he groaned, 
while all impassioned (with long inter 
ruplions of grief in her voice) she stam- 
mered through her doleful history ; and 
yet she felt a great satisfaction in pour 
ing her complaints into a bosom whose 
feelings were in unison with her owa— 
they wept—they smiled—they mourned 
and rejoiced alternately, with an abrupt 





transition from one passion to another. 
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“Having obtained leave to remain a few 





————o——o——les=Ee=_esE_SsSO__e_ ee ee 





Mr. Kitt ce, in return, informed ber, 
that, having thrown himself into the ar- 
my, in hopes of ending a being that grew 
insupportable under the reflection of 
past happiness, he tempted death in eve- 
ry action wherein he was engaged, and 
being disappointed, gave himself up to 
the blackest melancholy. ‘* This gloomy 
scene,’ he observed, ‘‘ would soon have 
been closed by some act of desperation ; 
but one evening, sitting pensive in his 
tent, and attentively running over the 
circumstances of his misfortunes, a 
thought darted on his mind that possibly 
his brother Henry might be alive.’”’— 
This was the first time the idea of any 
one of his family’s surviving the gene- 
ral murder had presented itself to him, 
and he caught at the flattering suggestion, 
as a drowning wretch would at a plank. 
‘Surely, surely,” said he, ‘* my brother 
lives—it is some divine emanation lights 
up the thought in my soul—it carries 
conviction with it: I will go after him— 
it shall be the comfort and employment 
of my life to find out this dear brother— 
this last and only treasure.’’ Persuaded 
of the reality of his fancy, he communi- 
cated his design to a few of his military 
friends ; but they only laughed at his ex- 
travagance, and strongly dissuaded him 
from so wild an undertaking. Being dis- 
couraged, he desisted ; but shortly after, 
hearing that a company of prisoners 
(who were enfranchised) were return- 
ing to Quebec, he got permission to ac- 
company them. After a very fatiguing 
journey he arrived at Montreal, and was 
immediately introduced to the general 
officer, who patiently heard his story, 
and treated him with great clemency.— 


days in town, he respectfully withdrew, 
and turning down a street he inquired of 
a man who was walking befure him, 





where lodgings were to be let? The 


stranger turned about, civilly taking off| 


his hat, when Mr. Kirtze, starting back, 
grew as pale as ashes—‘** Oh, my God !”” 
cried he, panting, ‘oh! Henry, is it 
you! isit indeed you! No, it cannot be.” 
Here he was ready to fall ; but Henry, 
with little less agitation, supported him ; 
and a tavern being at hand, he led him 
in. The master of the hotel brought in 
wine, and they drank off many glasses 
to congratulate so happy a meeting.— 


When their transports were abated, | 
Henry ventured to tell him, that his Ma-| 
Ria was oliving and well. This was a) 
weight of joy'too strong for his enfeebled | 
powers—he stared wildly about. At! 
length, recovering himself, ‘* Take care, 
Henry,” said he, ‘* this is too tendera 
point to trifle upon.” ‘ My brother,” 
replied Henry, ‘* be calm, let not your 
joy have a worse effect than your grief ; 
they both came sudden, and it behoves a 
man and a Christian to show as much for- 
titude under the one as the other.”—— 
** Alas! I am prepared for some woful 
deception,” cried Mr. Kittie; “ but, 
Henry, this suspense is cruel.” ‘ By 
the eternal God !”’ rejoined his brother, 
‘* your Maria, your wife, is in this town, 
and if you are composed enough, you 
shall immediately see her.’’ Mr. Kir- 
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pleasure, my lad: are you versed in 
mercantile affairs ?”’ 

‘*[ believe lam; when I remained 
with my kind uncle at Dublin, I gained 
considerable knowledge in business.” 

‘** Well, don’t you remember wher 
you first came here, how you spoke of 
going over to America, provided a lu- 
crative situation might be insured ?”’ 

*“*To America! I do indeed recol- 
lect expressing some such a wish, but 
it was, as you infer, a long time ago.”’ 

‘* Your opinion is altered then? J 
did not know it.”’ 

‘* Mr. Leeland, you are keeping me 
in suspense ; may | ask to what this 
preamble tends ?”’ 








TLE could not speak—he gave his hand 


conducted to her arms, and found his 
bliss wonderfully real. 
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THE NATURALIST.—No. VI. 





She heard the doleful tidings of his death,— 
And never simil’d again ! The Task. 


On a fine moonlight evening, when 
William was walking with a party on 
the lawn, Mr. Leeland, the father of 
Esse, stood under the shade of a tree 
not far off, and beckoned him to ap- 
proach. 


‘“ Why, S—,” said Leeland, as 
William came up, ‘“‘ you seem wonder- 
fully fond of our Kildare groves: you 
would never be able to quit Cellbridge 
on account of them i’faith.” 

** A place,’”’ William replied, “‘ where 
nature appears so advantageously, is 
always relished by those who choose 
to enjoy it. If it were not for your 
great commercial concerns, you might 
also rove a spare hour in the demesne, 
like us younger persons.” 

‘‘ Very true:—who waits for you 
there ?” 

‘< | cannot well perceive: I beg par- 
don, as | am waited for : will you walk 
with us ?” 

«Stop a moment, Mr. S——, I have 
something important to tell you; some- 








|] thing I am well assured will give you 


} 


} 


*“ That an excellent situation has 


|been offered by an opulent friend of 


‘mine in Philadelphia, which I have ac- 
‘cepted in yourname. The packet ship 


to Henry, and while (like the Apostle’s | will start for that place in a few days ; 
friends) he believed not for joy, he was || you have no engagements on hand, as 


far as | know, to hinder your departure ; 
your father, I understand, agrees to 
your absence; and all that remains 
is for you to go.”’ 

‘** But friends country . 

**Two months back, you would not 
have answered me thus.”’ 

** True—I might not.” 

** I did not expect this from you, Sir ; 
nor did I expect to be repaid for my 
solicitude with hesitation—with ingra- 
titude. I will look, young man, for 
some one who better understands the 
value of such an offer.” 

«* Nay, nay, Mr. Leeland, words can- 
not express the obligations this gene- 
rosity puts me under: allow me a day 
or two for consideration.” ‘ 

‘** For consideration—pshaw ! do you 
imagine it so perilous an undertaking? 
come Mr. S$ , | must have an an- 
swer now or none at all. To-morrow, 
1 write per packet, that you accompany 
the letter, or that some one else is to 
be expected.” 

‘‘Upon my soul, this puts me in a 
straight.. I would—yet would not ; rea- 
son bids me go: alas! what tells me to 
stay ? some airy hope—I dare not say 
what itis; nor will I expose myself as 
mean or presumptuous. Good hea- 
vens! never to see my country again ; 
never to see my dear relatives! Satis- 


°9 




















fy me, Sir, in this one particular, whe- 
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her: her mother chided her, but it was 
useless. She spent her time chiefly 
alone. Now and then she would take 
a solitary walk to those plaé@s"in which 
her lover delighted to sit. The wea- 


————— 
ther my engagement at Philadelphia is 


requested to be so binding that I may 
not give Ireland a short visit next year, 
or when most convenient to both par- 
ties ?”’ 

















ther was cold; the beauties of nature 
had long since retired: she thought 
jevery thing pleasing bad gone away with 
| William. 


«‘ No doubt of it; the merchant is a 
kind-hearted man: so, then, you will 
ge ?”? 

7 will.” 

Here their conference ended. Wil-}}/ The expected spring at last ap- 
liam proceeded to the company, and|jproached. She looked for a letter 
Leeland, pleased with his success, .and from him. She hoped he would soon 
well knowing the cause of William’s|jafter come himself; and she antici- 
hesitation, returned to his house.—The | pated that, when he did return, he 
sun was rising above the horizon; it||would, in justice, demand her of her 
cast a few red beams on the tops of the || parents, for having ventured his life for 
poplars around Kildare hall; the gay}her sake. They, indeed, alarmed at 
songsters of the morning were bidding, 












ther melancholy, had of late hinted that 
in their most melodious strains, welcome ||whatever might be her inclination, it 
to its approach: all was calm—all was|ishould not be opposed. She sat as 
bright with the fresh fallen dew. Along |jusual at the window of her room, view- 
the path that wound on the margin ofjjing through the casement the leafless 
the Liffey, a company of men and wo- itrees of the demesne, when her mother, 
men were seen slowly pacing their way |jher countenance bearing a solemn im- 
until they reached the confines of the |}port, came in with an open letter. Esse 
wood, where they halted. A young j took it, and read— 

man, his face overclouded with deep} 
melancholy, and tears trickling down a Si 
his cheeks, extended his hand to the| or 


Philadelphia. 


















; x »» .:,], Yours came to hand 15th inst. your 
mi ag apes  eegancleiuaggl Panay jorder shall be sttended to: the flax- 
can “ag “ea ae * aelt f N iseed, for which you say you have writ- 
on Dik ee AB g: its ps al °iiten before, shall be forwarded as soon 
bat expressive of po Sai fit” See, ste Jas possible. Ship Siberian sails next : 
PO sea : |consign as usual, I suppose, to H. L. 
- ee een re ei Ny Bee « Co. Dublin; it has risen about one 
bie ties with hee & i erchief Wil- jtenth, which however is no great mat- 
liam i dln shi eiead - &. Esse.” jter, as 1 always send you last year’s, 
oni het . 4, }dry and cheap conveyance. I don’t un- 
“J hear yy pala al ii | derstand what you allude to when you 
pressed AL gigas ig pS speak of my superintendant. Autumn 
+ Esse,” he anal 8 gt ap paar ‘last you wrote of a young man, but he, 
iat cated . 3 aext spring.” They jnot coming, the place is supplied. I 
were observed to whisper for a mo- |received nothing per last packet ship : 
ment ; she took the handkerchief from |! ee seas © yOune — any 
her eyes, wiped away the tears, and “jy sa eon ingle. we 
= some composure took leave of him. iene etree: 4 por weg. Mer “8 

ith perturbed steps and many a back- | ; <Back rele any. xe tal 
wake, Wi brid trong hm ha ump m sore uw 
en over teep, _ 

pi “ carriage — cpahte ining, the wharf. The young man fell be- 
to convey him to Dublin. tween the ship and wharf, and was 
~All wi sMiee wes cs a being for: }drowned. They say he had letters for 

jorn. She was pensive and melancholy. “tg - “ey “a — . . 

Her acquaintance were neglected, and 

her opulent suitor disregarded. It was|} The letter dropped from her hand. 

in vain her father remonstrated-with | Her mother stood at her side; she 












—_—...., 


caught her child as she fell fainting to 
the floor! 


This shock was almost too much for 
the tender heart of Esse: she did not 


weep: no, that sorrow which excites 
merely tears, is mild in comparison 
with that which stuns the soul, and at 
once annihilates all present joys and 
hope of future pleasures. It was long 
befure she uttered any but random 
words. At length she spoke sensibly, 
but spoke little, and always with a sigh 
that showed her actual thoughts were 
far distant. Her only consolation wa 
to wander among the groves where Wij. 
liam had been—to sit on the banks 
where he had conversed with her. For 
hours would she wander, sad, downcast, 
and alone. 

In one of ber solitary walks she had 


the elder brother of the unfortunate 
William was at Mr. Leeland’s house, 
who requested him, as it was growing 
late, to step out a short distance in or- 
der to meet her, and conduct her on 
her return. 


He proceeded as far as the pavilion, 
where she often sat, but she was not 
there. It was growing dark and dismal. 
He looked from the pavilion : the river 
rolled tremendously, swelled to twice 
its usual depth by the rains and melting 
snows of Wicklow mountains. The 
rocks and bushes among which it ran, 
were covered with the tide ; only one 
large rock Jutted from the middle : de- 
cayed logs were thrown from the oppo- 
site side to the rock, and thence to the 
narrow space under the precipice oD 
which the pavilion stood, thereby form- 
ing a rude foot-bridge. The water had” 
this day washed some of its main sup- 
ports away, so that with the least ad- 
ditional weight it would immediately 
fall. 

Somebody approached the farther 
side of the stream: he perceived it to 
be Esse. She did not know the dan- 
gerous state of the bridge, but appeared 
to be afraid of a dizziness seizing her, 
if she ventured upon these logs over 
part of the river of such depth. ‘She 
stood for a while, and seemed to say— 
This is dangerous ; I must not go over: 
Yet what if accident should happen to 
me? Such was the fate of William, 


been away a little longer than usual; © [| 





_-2@geis* ewe t 


> oF 























































o Hu 


a 


LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 181 





———— 


== ——————S—=—_— 





ah! of William, whom I never can for- | 
get.—-When I die, that death which is 
similar to his, would cost me little, I be- 
lieve ; for life is irksome to me, and I 
would only bear a few pangs such as he: 





—_—— 


stopped at her house, to take what re- 
freshment th , could find Three of 
them were Englishm.a, the rourth was 
a Dutchman. Conversing of various 
matters, one of the former asked the 


bore. But why dol speak thus? This!) Dutchman whether he had ever before 
bridge I have often crossed before, and'! been at Oranienbaum. <‘‘ Yes, sure I 
will go over now.—* Hold! hold!” the'| have,” returned he; ‘**I1 know the 
man cried from the top of the precipice | cursed place but too well: my being 


—‘* Esse, hold! the bridge will not'}here, once, cost me seven hundred} 


bear you.” His voice was drown-j|roubles.”’ ‘«‘ How so?’ ‘* Why, in one 
ed in the roar of the cataract and|| of these wretched hovels, here, 1 once 
waves where she Stood. With terror)/got rather tipsy, and left behind me a 
in his steps, he ran from the pavilion||bag of roubles.’’ ‘+ Was the bag seal- 
down the steep. A crash was heard ied ?? asked old Christophorevna, who 
A faint scream met his ear, distinguished | was sitting in one corner of the room, 
above the noise of disturbed water.|!and had been roused to attention by 
He gazed upon the stream. Pieces of | what she had heard. ‘* Yes, yes, it was 
logs were going from the rock. To a sealed ; and with this very seal, here 
smooth surface of the water a few air|}at my watch chain." The woman look- 
bubbles were seen to rise—-a hat floated''ed at the seal, and knew it directly. 
at a distance ! ‘Well, then,’ said she, ‘ by that you 
Tue Narvuravist. || may be able to recover what you lost.” 
oommens |} <6 Recover it, mother! no, 1 am rather 
too old to expect that. The world is 
not quite so honest as that comes to. 
A Singular Fact. Besides, consider it is now seven years 
In the little town of Oranienbaum)jsince. 1 wish [ had not mentioned it ; 
lives a woman, bordering on ninety, by//it always makes me melancholy! Let 
name Christophorevna, a native of Hol-'|us have no more of it.—Give me ano- 
stein. A little cottage is her sole pos- ||ther tumbler of punch, mother.” 
session, and the visits of a few shipmas-|| While the four gentlemen were en- 
ters coming over from Cronstadt to go''gaged in drowning the remembrance of 
to Petersburgh by land, when the wind |the doleful accident in punch, the good 
does not serve for sailing up, are her|!woman had slipped out, and was now 
only livelihood. waddling in with her bag—*“ See, here! 
Several Dutch skippers having one |perhaps you may be convinced, that 
evening supped at her house, on their | honesty is not so rare as you imagined !”” 
departure she found a sealed bag of |said she, putting the bag on the table. 
money under the table. Her surprise|} The guests were dumb with astonish- 
at this unexpected discovery was natu-/ ment ; and, on recollecting themselves, 
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THE HONEST OLD HOSTESS OF ORANIEN- 
BAUM. 











roe } : 
rally very great : some one of the com-||the reader may represent to himself 


’ 





pany just gone must certainly have for-'|their several expressions of commenda- 
gotten it; but they were sailed over to tion and gratitude. The four captains 
Cronstadt, and perhaps at sea, the wind were all rather stricken in years, and 
being fair, and therefore no hope of the |had navigated the seas from Japan to 
guests returning. The good woman put'; Newfoundland, and from the Cape of 
up the bag in her cupboard, to keep it'|Good Hope to Archangel: they had 
till called for. However, nobody called ; been in habits of dealing with black and 
for it. Full seven years did she care- ‘brown faces, with woolly-haired and 
fully keep this deposit; often tempted powdered heads—therefore, that their 
by opportunities, still oftener pressed | amazement was so great, is certainly no 
by want to employ this gift of chance. || panegyric on our times ! 

Her honesty, however, overcame every Never were such strong emotions ex- 
allurement of opportunity, and ‘every jcited in any human mind, as in that of 
command of want. Seven years had the Dutchman. 


elapsed, when some shipmasters again,isuasion of his loss to the completest 








certainty of its recovery—the transition 
was too sudden, and too great, not to 
set every fibre of his phlegmatic body 
in vibration. One look at the honest 
woman to whom he was indebted for 
this transport of joy, brought him to 
himself. A sudden impulse of magna- 
nimity overpowered him, to which all 
other sensations reverently gave way. 
He seized the bag, tore open the seal, 
and took—one rouble out, which he 
laid on the table, with a civil thanks- 
giving for the trouble of his hostess ! 

Ifthe astonishment of the other three 
was great before, it was now effaced by 
a greater. They stood looking at one 
another for a minute, as silent as the 
grave. 

‘* Damme !”’ at last exclaimed one of 
‘the Englishmen, striking his fist on the 








itable ; ‘‘that bag, there, my lad, you 
shall not carry off so. Devil fetch me 
but the old woman shall have it!” His 

two countrymen, who had been mute 
Hein now, added their hearty concurrence 
to this proposal. The Dutchman turn- 
ed pale: but endeavoured to console 
himself by the reiterated protestations 
of Christophorevna, that she required 
nothing at ail; that she thought she had 
done no more than her duty, and insist- 
ed that the Dutchman should even take 
back his rouble. However, the Britons 
could not so easily be brought to strike 
sail. The conversation grew warm ; 
the oaths followed rapidly on each 
other ; and the fists of the Englishmen 
were doubling spontaneously, and atti- 
tudes forming for putting an end to the 
dispute by force of arms: during all 
which times, the Dutchman was striving 
to get the bag into his custody. 

After long debate, conducted with 
various degrees of heat, perceiving no 
possibility of success against the sturdy 
arguments likely to be advanced, the 
skipper agreed to part with fifty roubles. 
The Englishmen insisted on a hundred. 
This proposal seemed to the Dutchman 
so unreasonable, that he declared he 
would sooner encounter the whole 
weight of their fists, than comply with it. 
** Avast, my lads!”’ cried the captain 
who had made the first attack on the 
Dutchman’s generosity ; ‘*I have some- 








From the firmest per- ‘ato to say. The bag does not belong 


to us, that is true, but a Briton will ne- 
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ver stand by, and not see justice done ; 
and, by heaven, the woman has acted 
nobly, and ought to be rewarded. Give 
me hold of the bag: I will count out the 
hundred roubles.” 

No sooner said than done. The 
Dutchman, thunderstruck at this sum- 
mary way of proceeding, had not time 
to recover himself before the hundred 
roubles were fairly counted on the table. 

This brought on a trace! Where 
homanity, gratitude, generosity, and 
English fists had made the attack in 
vain, there new conquered—national 
- pride. The Dutchman insisted on it, 
that the Britons should let him treat 
them ; and, in perfect stoical resigna- 
tion, parted with a hundred of his be- 
loved, long-lamented, and lately-reco- 
vered roubles. - ~ 


~— 


Zz 
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THE CAPTAIN’S WHISKERS. 

Al Tale for the Ladies. 

A certain Swiss captain of grenadiers, 
whose company had been cashiered, 
was determined, since Mars had no 
more employment for him, to try if he, 
could not procure a commission in the 
corps of Venus ; or, in other words, if 
he could not get a wife ; and, as he had 
no fortune of his own, he reasoned, and 
reasoned very rightly, that it was quite 
necessary his intended should have 
enough for them both. The captain 
was one of that kind of heroes, to whom 


the epithet of hectoring blade might} 


readily be applied. He was near six 
feet high, and wore a long sword and a 
fierce-cocked hat; add to- which, that 
he was allowed to have had the most 
martial pair of whiskers of any grena- 
dier in the company to which he belong- 
ed. Tocurl these whiskers, to comb 


and twist them round his fore finger, lis ! 


LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


views would be glad to find. She was 
tolerably handsome ; not more than 
three-and-twenty ; with a good fortune ; 
and, what was the best part of the sto- 
ry, this fortune was entirely at her own 
disposal, 

Our captain, who thought now or 
never was the time, having first found 
means to introduce himself as a suitor, 
was incessant in his endeavours to carry 
his cause. His tongue was eternally 
running in praise of her super-superla- 
tive, never-to-be-described charms ; and 
in hyperbolical accounts of the flames, 
darts, and daggers, by which his lungs, 
liver, and midriff, were burned up, 
transfixed, and gnawn away. He who, 
in writing a song to his sweetheart, de- 
scribed his heart to be without one drop 
of gravy, like an over-done mutton chop, 
was a fool at a simile, when compared 
to our hero! 

One day es he was ranting, kneeling, 
and beseeching his goddess to send him 
of an errand to pluck the diamond from 
the nose of the Great Mogul, and pre- 
sent it to her divinityship, or suffer 
him to step and steal the Empress of 
China’s enchanted slipper, or the Queen 
of Sheba’s cockatoo, as a small testi- 
mony of what he would undertake, to 
prove his love, she, after a little hesita- 
tion, addressed him thus : 

** The protestations which you daily 
make, Captain, as well as what you say 
at present, convince me that there is 
nothing you would not do to oblige me : 
I, therefore, do not find much difficulty 
in telling you, that 1 am willing to be 


‘** Ah, Madam !”’ returned he, « wrong 
not your slave thus ; deem it not impos. 
sible, that he who eats happiness, ang 
drinks immortal life, from the light of 
your eyes, can ever demur the thou. 
sandth part of a semi-second to execute 
your omnipotent behests! Speak! Say | 
what, Empress of my parched entrails, 
what must | perform ?”’ 

** Nay, for that matter, it is a mere 
trifle! Only to cut off your Whiskers, 
Captain ; that’s all.” 

** Madam !—[Beso kind, reader, a3 tg 
imagine the captain’s utter astonishment] 

My Whiskers !—Cut off my Whiskers! 
neces me!—Cut off my whiskers !— 
Pardon me, Madam !—Any thing else~ 
any tbing that mind can, or cannot im- 
gine, or tongue describe. Bid me fetch 
you Prester John’s Beard, a hair ata 
time, and it’s done. But, for my Whis- 
kers! you must grant me a salvo there?” 

** And why so, good Captain ?—Sure- 
ly, any gentleman, who had but the tithe 
of the passion you express, would not 
stand on such a trifle ?”’ 

‘* A trifle, Madam !—My Whiskers a 
trifle !—No, Madam, no !—My Whiskers 
are no trifle. HadI but a single regi 
ment of fellows whiskered like me, 1 my- 
self would be the Grand Turk of Con- 
stantinople—My Whiskers, Madam, are 
the last thing I should have supposed 
you would have wished me to sacrifice. 
There is not a woman married or single 
—maid, wife, or widow—that does not 
admire my Whiskers !” 

** May be so, Sir ; but, if you marty 
me, you must cut them off.” 








yours, if you will perform one thing 
which I shall request of you.” 








* And is there no other way? Must 
I never hope to be happy with you, un 


** Tell me, immaculate angel,” cried|jless I part with my whiskers !” 


our son of gunpowder, “ tell me what it 
Though, before you speak, be 


and to admire them in the glass, formed |i certain it is already done. Is it to find 
the chief occupation and delight of his||the seal of Solomon %—to catch the 


life. A man of these accomplishments, || Phenix ? 


with the addition of bronze and rhodo- 
montade, of which he had a superfluity, 
stands at all times, and in all countries, 
a good chance with the ladies, as the 
experience of I know not how many 
thousand years has confirmed. 
Accordingly, after a little diligent at- 
tention, and artfui inquiry, a young lady 
was found, exactly such a one as we 





or draw your chariot to 
church with unicorns? What is the im- 
possible act that I will not undertake ?” 

‘“* No, Captain,” replied the fair one, 
‘* [ shall enjoin nothing impossible. The 
thing I desire, you can do with the ut- 


|| most ase ; it will not cost you five mi- 


nates trouble : and yet, were it not for 
your so positive assurances, from what 
I have observed, I should almost doubt 








may wé@il suppose a person with his 


of your compliance.” 





** Never !”’ 


would not part with a single hair of my 
Whiskers, if Catharine, the Czarina, 
Empress of all the Russias, would make 
me King of the Calmucs ; and 80, good 
morning to you!”’ 

Had all young ladies, in like circum 
stances, equal penetration, they might 
generally rid themselves, with eq! 
ease, of the interested and unprincipled 
coxcombs by whom they are pestered: 
they all have their Whiskers ; and seek 
for fortunes, to be able to cultivate, not 
cut them off, | 

















‘‘ Why, then, Madam! farewell. ! 


\ 





y 


st 


ie 4 
hour ; 
ad MPrrember, son, the time when freedom’s light, 
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POETRY. 


FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 





— 


FRAGMENT. 


My native land! I love thy hallow’d name ; 
My patriot heart beats warmly for thy fame ; 
I love thy rights, I love thy goodly laws, 

I love thy sons who will defend their cause ; 
[love to stray in the sequester’d spot 

Where valour sleeps—the scene is ne'er forgot. 
[love to muse upon the silent grave 


| 
Where lies the good—where rests no lowly, 
slave ! 











breath, 

Save one, disturb’d the solemn calm of death; | 

And he, poor soul, the sole remaining one 

Of all those vet’rans, lov’d for what they’ve| 
done ; 

He, the last sage, outliv'd his noble band, 

Wept o'er their graves—smil’d on his native, 
land. 

Beneath the oak, that groan’d in winter's rage, 

He sat, the remnant of a glorious age ; 

A staff he bore that propp’d his tott’ring frame, | 

His eyes were dim, yet beam’d some gedlike, 
flame. | 

I stood and gazed—the stillness of the scene, | 

The hoary soldier, and his brow serene, 

I wist not how, but some most holy awe 

Stay’d me a while to ken this sage of yore: 

His white locks stream’d along the evening 
wind, 

Upon his hand his wither’d cheek reclin’d, 

A trembling tear-drop glisten’d in his eye, 

His pale lips mutter’d some soliloquy. 

I mov'd and spoke, the vet’ran rais’d his head, 

Indignant first, but soon his anger fled: 

He knew his friend, and stretch’d his trembling 
arm, 

Smil'd through his tears a sweet celestial calm! 

I talk’d of pleasures on this worldly stage, 

Of genial smiles, of mirth, of joys an age ; 

He smil'd, and said, “‘ Man’s fleety sand is run 

Before he knows its course is scarce begun ; 

Expel those thoughts, the world’s capricious 
joys 

Are for the child who seeks some better toys : 

Glory is yours—behold yon fading flow’r ; 

Like that you'll bloom, but bloom a joyless 


Burst forth in splendour through the shade of 
night ! 

I've seen the hour~—” but here the soldier 
stopp'd, 

His utt’rance fail’d, his swelling bosom dropp’d . 

But, soon consol’d, upon the yellow sand, : 

He plann’d some battle with his trembling hand, 

He trac’d redoubts, and when the work was 
done, P 

Mark’d the best fire, “and show’d how fields 
were won!” 

I spoke of fame, and asked how "twas got— 

“Dolike your sires, their deeds are not forgot ; 

They fought and bled—behold this humble 
grave ; 

Here lies a soul who died no tyrant’s slave : 


The vale was silent, and no living| j 
| 


Le 





Die like your fathers, love your country’s name, 


|| Your deeds will grace the pinnacles of fame !” 


He said, and added, as he wrung my hand, 
“ Preserve your rights—and love your native 
land!” 

HAROLD. 
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THE BEAUTY OF AGE. 


The days of thy youth have faded, 
And left thee now for aye, love ; 

And are these the locks I braided, 
So chang’d, so thin, and grey, love. 


Were eyes, so dim, once purely bright, 
As stars that shine above ? 

And those the cheeks once red and white ; 
And these thy lips of love ? 


They pouted once with rosy red— 
They now are pale and thin! 

The crimson from thy cheek has fled, 
And withered is thy skin. 


Thy teeth are now in dark decay, 
Thy face all wrinkling old, love ; 

And is thy hand so shrunk away 
To this, so thin and cold, love ? 


Then he who weds in youth’s gay hour 
For beauty, as it flies, 

Does but grasp that lovely flower, 
Which blossoms as it dies. 


What binds me now to age like thee, 
When youth is gone for aye, love ? 
It is thy mind that’s dear to me, 
As are thy locks of grey, love. 
T » of New-York. 
es, 
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“TAKE IT WHO WILL.” 

Go—go, thou art false, thou art frail, 

The world rolls before thee in splendour ; 
Thy love fleets like sighs on the gale, 

The links that enchain thee are tender : 
E’en now, ‘neath the shroud of a tear, 

The urchin of mischief is cherish’'d— 
Away, thou’rt deceitful yet dear, 

For my love, tho’ ’tis hurt, has not perish’d. 








Go—go, ’tis too painful to tell 
How vain and delusive the vision ! 
I was lov’d when I bid thee farewell, 
But now 'tis the sigh of derision. 
Oh! waken a thought of the day 
When the dark cloud of sorrow hung o’er 
me, 
When I kiss'd the bright tear-drop away 
That others had kiss'd off before me. 


Then go, there’s a gem in thy heart, 

Which to hide is a useless endeavour, 
*Twill warm thee whatever thou art, 

’*Twill beam through thy frailty for ever! 
Oh ! keep it, and learn to be wise, 

It’s lustre, its warmth ne’er concealing ; 
The tear that now basks in thine eyes, 

Is but simply the herald of feeling. 








HAROLD. 
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From *“ Tammany,” a historical poem. 
SONG. 


The war flag is in battle field, 
The knife and hatchet warriors wield : 
And Indians lie beneath the shield, 

In gore and battle bravery ; 


And soldiers by their comrades bleed, 
Where armed squadrons shout and lead, 
And clog the horseman’s gory speed 

To carnage, death, and knavery 


The bay’net tube, the steely spear— 

The log-house blaze, the shriek of fear ; 

Dead soldiers, planters, Indians here 
Have clash’d in conflict drearily 


And see the clotted gouts of blood, 
All strew’d around our island wood, 


Or staining Hudson’s mountain flood, 
All chide our vengeance warily. 


Manhattans! shout the war-whoop swell, 
The thunder-clap, the she-wolf yell 
Howls round each bloody corse that fell, 
And died to banish slavery. 
T » of New-York. 
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From the Minstrels in the Wilderness. 
SONG. 
When infant freedom gaily smil'd, 
In light and solar beam, 
Her parent, Nature, saw the child 
Move down the ether stream, 
To where a striped banner flew 
Upon the ocean flood, 
And nearer to that signal drew, 
Of peace and not of bleod : 
And as the holy spirit flies, 
She heard a song of praise arise— 
‘“« Dear liberty ! dear liberty ! 
What is life when wanting thee— 
Sweetest, dearest liberty.” 


By where the vessel’s wake was made, 
Beneath a salt-sea wave ; 
Its mirror show'd the heavenly maid, 
And there the tyrant’s grave : 
« Stars from my diadem,” she cried, 
“ Be in this banner riven !” 
As still the vessel swam the tide, 
With streamer flapping heaven : 
And as the holy spirit flies, 
Still the songs of praise arise— 
‘¢ Dear liberty! dear liberty ! 
What is life when wanting thee— 
Sweetest, dearest liberty !” 
T-~—, of New-York. 


EPIGRAM. 
Jane, on her spouse, could not bestow 
One tear of sorrow when he died ; 
His life had made so many flow 
That all the briny fount was dried. 
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FROM THE WESTERN CAROLINIAN. At the Hartford (Con.) county fair, last week, 
several bonnets of ingenious fabric, both of grass 
and straw, were produced. Miss Woodhouse, of 




















St. John, xiv. 6. “ am the Way,and the Truth, 


and the Life.” Weathersfield, again’ obtained the premium for 

: . the best article of this kind, which was subse- 

pnt to bie - saietitaeee, quently sold to a gentleman from Savannah for 
? 


To find a pathway to the skies, 
A light from heaven's eternal glow, 
By thee must come, thou gate of love, 
Through which the saints undoubting trod ; 
Till faith discovers, like the dove, 


$30.—Ib. 


The Franklin 74, Commodore Stewart, got 
} under way, for a three years’ voyage, on Friday 
} of last week, but was obliged to come to ancher 
j at Staten Island, on account of an unfavourable 
| wind. On Wednesday last she again spread 


An ark, a resting-place in God. 
Thou art the Truth, whose steady day i her majestic wings, and went to sea with a fine 
i breeze from the northwest. 


Shines on through earthly blight and bloom, | 
The pure, the everlasting ray, 
The lamp that shines e’en in the tomb ; 
The Light that out of darkness springs, 
And guideth those that blindly go, 
The Word whose precious radiance flings ® 
Its lustre upon all below. 


Thou art the Life ; the blessed well, 
With living water gushing o'er, 
Which those that drink shall ever dwell 
Where sin and thirst are known no more ; 
Thou art the mystic pillar given, 
Our lamp by night, our fight by day ; 
Thou art the sacred bread from heaven— 
Thou art the Life, the Truth, the Way. 
CO ___—____________ 
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Ordination—The ordination of Mr. Waren- 
BURY, as an Evangelist, took place in the Spring- 
| street church, on Wednesday evening last. An 
}appropriate and excellent sermon was preached 
} by the Rev. Dr. Spring, and the charge given by 
the Rev. Dr. Romeyn. 


Self-loading Cart.—Mr. David Newlin, of 
Virginia, has invented a cart for removing earth, 
} which, according to the certificates which he has 
| published, with one man and two pair of oxen, 
}‘*can move from the hill and put im the valley as 
i much earth in one day, as six men can do with 
ithe same teams and two carts, with shovels to 
load them.” The cart ‘‘ usually loads itself so 
as to be heaped, and we have no doubt then 
contains as much earth as will be 1 1-2 cubic 
| yards when compacted, equal to 5040lbs. or 2 


[F The demand for the rejected addresses at | 1-2 tons. In favourable ground it will load itself 
our office, is such, as to prevent us from supply-|j'" 8g the distance of about 44 yards; and 
it ie ‘4 of | booksellers immediately | when from the point at which the loading com- 
Sag AP ba tigied wo en tovs ts perntbin. jmences, to the place of deposite, the distance 

} does not exceed 70 yards, it will make just about 


i} 12 loads i hour. 
LITERARY. aie 


Just published, the Rejected Addresses, to- | 
gether with the Prize Address, presented to the} Died, on the Sth inst. at his country residence 
managers of the New-York theatre, from differ- | 


ss "jjnear Germantown, the venerable Commodore 
ep partes of the United States, for the Medal | Murray, the senior officer of the Navy of the 


offered for the best address to be spoken on the }j jnited States. To the urbanity of a gentleman, 


opening of the new Park Theatre ; they will be | 


. } he added all the social and religious attributes of 
sold at different prices, from 75 cents, neatly}. pood citizen and a sincere Christian. 
























Another Revolutionary Hero gone. 


bound in boards, to $2 50, in morocco, calf and a 
Russia, super extra rich. nate die WASHINGTON HALL. 
Cette Gam cay part ae oe The American Association for the developement and 
post paid, promptly attended to. cultivation of wativE histrionic talent. 
> HATHANIEL SMITH. From the patronage of her friends, Mrs. Bald- 


win feels the highest encouragement, and grate- 
In the Packet Albion, which arrived on Thurs- jj ful for the liberal support of the public. 
day from Liverpool, came passenger, Mr. Price,j} She is at a loss for terms to express her high 
the manager of the theatre, and we have much jj sense of the liberality of those accomplished gen- 
pleasure in congratulating the lovers of the dra- |j tlemen amateurs who have nobly offered their ta- 
ma and the amateurs of music, on being able tojjlents to enrich her histrionic exertions, and to 
add our old and well remembered Philipps, who }j strengthen her claim on the patronage of the fash- 
brings with him, as we understand, a young fe-||ion and taste of the commercial emporium of the 
male, of whose musical talents report speaks gold- United States. 
enly.—Evening Post. } Mrs. B. informs the public, that besides the 
nr amateurs who have already gained a share of 
An order has been issued at Paris for the||the public approbation at Washington Hall, there 
court to go into mourning 21 days, on account of 


are several candidates fer histrionic fame, who 
the death of the Queen of England. The mourn- || are preparing for their successive debuts. 
ing is to be black for the first 11 days, and white |j She assures the citizens of New-York that her 
for the last ten days.—J0. 


emendations of the dramatic productions she may 




















offer will be such as are Strictly consistent y; 

the purity and dignity which characterise ae 

rals, taste and manners of the first circles inha. & 

py America. . 
On Tuesday evening, will be 

comedy of the Soldier's Daughter 


the Mo- = 


performed the 


Governor Heartall, by Mr. WARREN, bei 
his first appearance here. ” 

Widow Cheerly, for the first time in th 
by Mrs. Batpwin. 

After the play, a recitation by a young gep. B 
tleman, being his first appearance. 

A favourite Scotch song, the Braes of Belquith. 


is city, 


er, (by desire) and positively the last tine. —(h, , 
what arow by Mr. Lame. I 
The song of Pang of parting, written by Mr 1 
Woopworta—to be sung by Mr. Williams, L 
The whole to conclude with a new serious dn. © fi 
€ 


ma, written by a gentleman native of this city, 
called the Prophecy, or Love and Friendship, P 
King of Syria—Mr. Young. Castanella, pring u 
minister—Scott. Eugenia, the respected prince— t! 
Taylor. Agenor, his friend—Warren. Moree, I 
bondsman to Castanella—Hemmingtion. Off. 
cer— Williams. Oid man—Hargrave. Tailor- ¥ 
Hardridge. e 
Adelina, a daughter of Castanella—4 Youn s 
Lady. 
Tickets, 50 cents each, may be had at the baro/ 
Washington Hall, or of Mrs. Baldwin, at No. 9? 
Chamber-street. 
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NOTICE TO LADIES. a 

The subscriber being informed that there are A 

persons engaged at the present time, and hare V 

been for some months past, in the mean and frav- C 
dulent employment of hawking and selling cake 

of various kinds in her name—to prevent such } 

c 

a 
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‘impositions in future, she takes this method of 


informing the public that there is mo cake seat 
out from her bakery to any part of the city ; but 
that the cake of various kinds, such as plum, 
pound, loaf, plum ginger, sponge, fresh and dried 


rusk, &c. &c. may be had at her bakery, No.2 f 
Harrison-street, and at No. 32 Barclay-street, °o 
all warranted to be of the first quality, at re $s! 
sonable prices. D 
S. SAYRS. fi 

New-York, Oct. 13, 1821. J 
ern q 


MARRIED, 
On Tuesday morning last, at Friends’ Meetiog 


; 0 
Howe, in Hester-street, Mr. Stacy B. Collins, to! t] 
Mary Dudley, daughter of ward Dudley, i” - e 


this city. 

On Tuesday evening last, by the Rev. Mr. Mt Vt 
thews, Mr. Ralph Wells, to Miss Mary Ans Nichol, 
daughter of Perkins Nichols, Esq., all of this city. 
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DIED, 


On Tuesday sewed a peo yr Mrs. Ano Me 
ria Hopkinson, aged about 27 years. — 
On sheeuing last, Elizabeth, widow of the lle 
Isaac Coulthard, i 78th year of her age- ofthe 
Same day, Eliza Mary, eldest daughter 
late Daniel Smith. of Ver 
On Tuesday — >. youngest son 
milye Taylor, 13 months. : . 
"AL Pinar td gg the 24th ult. in the prime of 
and usefulness, Alexander Irvine, Esq. 0av® 
of that port. 
At ieinun village, near Newark, Mr. John De 


rand, an engraver, of this city, aged about 27 year® 
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